of the heat from the red-hot stove and stumbled towards it.
Then they both put their hands flat on the red-hot iron.
They kept them there. They couldn't feel a thing. And
there they stayed with their hands sizzling like rashers of
bacon frying. The Finnish officer said the horror of this
was so intense that for a little time he couldn't do anything.
Then he pulled himself together and told his men to drag
them away. I asked him what happened to the poor devils.
'Oh,' he said, 'we had to shoot them. It was the most
merciful thing to do. They would have died anyway.*
We saw and heard a lot of terrible things that day.
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